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One 


Author's Notes: 
WIP at this point; we will see where the muses take me. Probably straight to hell. 


"Hey, David, can | talk to you for a minute?" Dave had been out and about with the band more than ever this 
tour, making his presence known before stage call, no doubt it was due to the Brazilian beauty among their 
ranks. Dave's energy and creativity spiked with the new interest. David watched fondly as Kiko invaded personal 


space time and time again, a move that would have gotten anyone else in years past flattened by a right hook. 


“Sure, man" He had just been sorting through his drawer in the wardrobe case, digging through t-shirts and 
gifts from the last month on the road. Dave had been more personable than ever, a blessing David hadn't 
thought he would ever see. "Just wanted to check, make sure you were still ok with Kiko and Dirk" 


‘Oh yeah, man, Dirks great isn't he? And I've never had a problem with Kiko." Not professionally anyway, and 
David was adult enough to put his own securities aside - Kiko didn't and likely never would know some of 


David's darker feelings. 


"Good. | just wanted to touch base, ya know?" It wasn't lost on David how Dave's eyes sought Kiko out every 
time he was in the same room. Once upon a time David used to be under the same scrutiny. "Any other issues 


come up?" Dave's phone bleeped in jeans pocket. 


He'd gotten addicted to Periscope far worse than David had ever been with his little travel updates when he 


first came back. 


"Aside from the monitor problem last night? Nah, it's all good" He missed Chris. The cereal on the bus was 
disgusting. His shoe was starting to split at the sole. Julie called too often and Roman was having a hard time 
with life after college. Years of conditioning let David smile through it all, always able to lie far too easily, 
especially to himself. 


“Alright, can you.." Dave pulled his phone out and pressed a button before pocketing it again. "I mean, ahhh," he 
scratched under his beanie and looked to make sure no one was watching. "So Kiko's new to this and all." Dave 


waived his hand between them vaguely. "And uhh, hes been mentioning he'd like to know you better." 


David blinked, reading between the lines. Old slang for hooking up, leave it to Dave to just put it out there 


without any preface. 


David immediately looked at Kiko across the room, staring at his phone and interacting with the Wifi. He wasn't 
exactly David's type, if he had a male type. He'd always considered his physical interest in Dave a fluke, 
although he knew Dave had more tendencies than he did. 


"That's interesting," was all he could come up with while he thought. "I'm flattered, really." He took his vows 
more seriously than Dave did, applying them to both genders. Dave was always quick to point out that there 
was only one woman for him. He didn't count a blow job as sex, much to Pam's occasional dismay and threat of 


divorce. 


Dave waited nervously, odd to see him so uneasy about trying to pick someone up, especially an ex-lover. "l 


mean, if it's too weird for you..” 
"No, no, I'm just.. He's awfully young.” 


"| know." Dave agreed and tried not to stare as Kiko laughed at something on his phone. Dave covered it with a 


cough. 


"Are you ok with it?" David didn't lend out toys, guitars or otherwise. Kiko's influence was strong but David 
didn't know it was that deep. 


The redhead shrugged. Age had mellowed him to an extent but there was still a flammability to him that 


warned not to cross certain lines. 


"If you're not ok with it then no way, dude. I'm too old to get into something like that." 


Familiar eyes scanned David's face, searching for something David was afraid he'd find. 
"One condition, same thing | told him. | want to be there." 


David raised an eyebrow. A threesome. His heart started pounding in his chest. "| need a coffee." He escaped 
before Dave could pin him to an answer. Thirty years ago he'd have already been naked and ready to run Dirk 
out of the band. Now.. hesitation often prevented problems before they happened, 


He hunched over the coffee pot, the heavenly smell calming him. The black abyss in his cup wasn't the crystal 
ball he'd hoped for. Do it, and possibly find himself out on his own again or say no and come across as a prude 


and possibly be kicked out. But if things went well.. 


He had to get the thought out if his mind. Tanned, smooth skin and dimples the size of dinner plates. That 
thick, straight hair brushing against his thighs as a tongue tentatively reached out.. 


A chug of coffee did little do distract him other than singe his tongue. Parts of him stirred to life at the hint 
of pain, interested in Dave's offering. Shit, he'd need some alone time tonight, either in the shower or in his 


bunk. 
Dave's hand landed on his shoulder. "| don't want this to be weird now." 


"Then you shouldn't have asked" David sipped from his cup, wincing as the hot coffee flowed over his burnt 
tongue. "I don't know Dave. Is he.. discreet?" Even without Dave ever confirming they were fucking, Kiko didn't 
bother to hide anything and Dave's change in demeanor left little to dispute. David was a bit more selective in 


his choices. 
"He can keep a secret." 


David wasn't sold yet. Who knew what Kiko was talking about in Brazilian. It was close enough to Spanish David 
could pick up a few words here and there but no where close enough to be fluent. He paused with the paper 


cup held against his lip. "You're not fucking with me, are you?" 


"Oh no, no, not this time." The sad son of a bitch actually looked repentant for things he'd done in the past. 
David might have forgiven him, but he wasn't foolish enough to forget. "He really took to.. it and has been 


bugging me to find someone else." 
"Can't he find his own piece?" David had heard just about enough and was ready to walk away. 
"No, look, you know | say things wrong." Understatement of the century, David thought. "He wants someone 


who can hold a secret too, he's got a family and kids and shit. Plus." Dave's eyes flickered over David's torso, 
‘| mean, you're still fucking hot and | told him how good you are." 


"You were talking about me?" David cut him off. 


"No, shit I'm sorry.” David tried to move past Dave, sick of his shit. Dave blocked him with his body. "He grew 
up with AIDS and shit, its different now, he knows my history." 


David stepped to the side, angling to get sound Dave and hide out in the bus or something, anywhere away 


from his bandmates. 


"Ju. David," a hand grabbed his arm gently. "He asked about you first, and he's had his eye on you. Haven't you 


seen him?" 


"What?" Kiko wasn't watching him, the moon-eyed sighs all directed at Dave. "He wants to work his way 
through the whole band like some chick? He can go stick it in Dirk or Fred." 


The hand on his arm tightened and David had to shake it off. "David." 
"Just can it Mustaine. | don't wanna hear it." 


"David." he looked so pathetic, all rode hard and hung up wet. "You know if it was anyone else | wouldn't have 


even asked." 
David scowled, used to being manipulated. "I'll think about it. No promises." 


David found the production office and hung out with Amy for a while before joining Fred near the stage. His 
cock refused to forget the offering and remained at half mast most of the afternoon, reminding him exactly 


what he was thinking of passing up. 


He was on edge by showtime, Kiko's thin tshirt and stage pants practically sprayed on his lithe body. A pink 
tongue darted out and licked lips before a pick was held between his teeth as he fingerpicked a lead run. David 
almost stumbled as Kiko's eyes closed and he threw his head back in the solo, dark mane flying out around him. 


Dave smirked at the microphone, watching them watch each other. David readjusted his bass just in case. Kiko 
sweated under the hot lights, showing off for both David and the crowd. David held down his side of the stage, 
trying to focus on his job and not the increasingly pornographic show next to him. Dave shed his white soaked 
to near see through shirt after the song. Kiko smiled. David frowned. His balls ached. He should have jacked off 
before the show. He had played these songs for so long his mind could wander sometimes, standing at the amp 
line and getting a good view of Kiko's firm ass as he bounced around the stage. He'd be tight, almost still 
virginal underneath him, or maybe sitting on David's lap, fucking himself as those thin thighs lifted him. 


David grabbed a water as Fred switched him out to the Kellybird. Tonight's show just would not end. Fred knew 
something was up and gave David a look that he blew off. He had to keep his head for a few more songs and 


then he could try and hide for the rest of the night. 


The crowd screamed through the encore and the spotlights came on, David taking his place at the end of the 
line for bows. Dirk stood beside him, only to have Kiko elbow his way between them, a hand grabbing at David's 
hips and pulling them together. That tanned arm slid around his waist instead of holding hands in the air. Fuck 
he smelled good after running around on stage, David's dick deciding that it liked being hip to hip with the 
youngster. 


Kiko's other hand landed on his stomach as they turned to leave. It was a half hug but enough contact for his 
overstimulated sex deprived body to respond to. 


| need a shower tonight." Kiko leaned closer and shouted in his ear. Kiko pushed the hair out of his face, 
showing David the muscles that disappeared into his sleeve. He was a cocktease and a natural. No wonder Dave 


was feeling his oats all over again. The attention was quite flattering. 


David nodded, pulling out his in ears. "Fucking hot tonight," he yelled back only after it was said realizing his 


double entendre. 


Kiko's smile had way too much of the old Dave in it, brash and arrogant and mischievous as one corner lifted 
higher than the other. The hand on his hip slowly fell away, skimming over every inch it could map out on the 
way down, He should have felt molested at being manhandled like this, but all the indignation seemed to get 


confused and stuck in his cock, making it swell against his jeans. 


Dave watched from the apron, waiting a minute before doing his traditional farewell. The bastard knew David 
would give in, probably giving Kiko pointers how to get into his pants. 


As soon as they cleared the stage, Kiko pulled his shirt off. Sweat glistened on his chest and the thin black 


wire accented the length of his spine. "I'm covered," he said, wiping the shirt across this chest and stomach. 


David wasn't about to whip off his shirt, much too modest to parade around half naked anymore. Dirk joined 
Kiko in the skins club, mopping up with a terrycloth towel. "Fucking sweating my ass off tonight." Even his fans 
had done little to help, Dirk was as drenched as the rest of them. 


For once in his life David thanked his lucky stars. The arena was newer, with separate shower stalls instead of 


the old-fashioned communal sports showers. 


He popped into one and turned on the water. It would be a while before the hot water came through the pipes. 
He grabbed his street clothes and a towel before practically running to the private cubicle. He needed a shower 
and to get off before the hormones fogged his decisions and he did something regrettable. 


The other showers turned on, steam starting to rise in the tiled room. Stripped of his sweaty stage clothes, 
David stood under the hot spray, dick in one hand and the other hand cupping his balls. His brain pulled up a 
memory of him and Dave, one of the earlier tours in that fucking RV, bent over the bed while Dave pounded 


into him, Chris passed out from heroin on the bed next to them as Gar drove. 


The hot water sluiced over him. There would be enough for everyone to shower, lovely industrial sized hot 
water tanks good for hours if needed David balanced on his shower flip flops, not daring to rest against the 
questionable tile work. His fist flew over his cock as he jerked, thrusting into his fist. The water made his skin 
stick slightly, not the smooth glide of lube or conditioner, the extra friction lending a little heightened urgency 
to his strokes. 


A moan sounded in the next cubicle over, quickly bitten off an someone realized they'd made noise. It wasn't 
Dave, he knew those grunts and groans. Kiko or Dirk, and only Kiko looked like he was about ready to bust his 
seam open tonight. The telltale splatters of water said more than any moan could. Water pooled against a belly 
only to fall to the drain as the arm moved away again 


David bit back a whine. It had to be Kiko, water falling on him and running down a toned chest, breaking its flow 
upon hitting an upturned wrist. Maybe he was reaching behind himself, bending at the knees and fingering his 
asshole, the tip of one finger just barely pushing inside that tight ring of muscle, trying to find the spot that 


Dave showed him.. 


"Fuck," David choked out as he erupted. Come splattered against the wall with the force of his orgasm. His dick 
was still hard in his hand as he came down, letting the spray wash away the last of the drops he squeezed 
out. 


Hitching, stilted breaths came from the next cubicle. When they stopped suddenly David closed his eyes. So Kiko 
was the silent type, or really good at not making noise. He did not need to know that, his conscious supplied, but 
the devious part of him, the one who used to raise hell back in the day tucked it away for future use. 


The rest of the shower was a methodical exercise of lathering, scrubbing, and rinsing. They had places to be 
and now that his head was relatively clear he could deal with this new mess Dave had dragged him into. Still he 
spent extra time washing his back side, the hot water felt good and it was the first place that got chapped 
while traveling and sweating. At least that's how David rationalized it to himself. Any other reason would simply 
be absurd. 


He dressed in the shower stall, the towel not quite getting him fully dry but there was no way in hell he was 
going out half naked among these horn dogs. His underwear stuck to his legs, and his hair dampened his tshirt. 
Things would dry and he would live. He emerged from the shower at the same time Kiko did. Kiko had his towel 
around his waist, held there with one hand. If he let go.. David frowned again. Water beaded on his shoulders 
and dripped from his hair, he hadn't even attempted to dry off and from the looks of it, didn't bring any 
clothes with him. 


"| left clothes in dressing room." He smiled a shit eating smile as he said it, no accident that he'd forgotten to 
bring a change. 


| see that," was all David could get out. Kiko paraded past him proudly and out into the common room. Dave 


emerged from a shower further down the line, hair reeking of that Pureology shit he slathered up with. 


"You should see him without the towel" Dave winked and followed the younger man out of the showers. "You 
seem to be swearing a lot today, David" Dave had peeked around the edge of the tile for that last little zinger. 
Comedians, all around. David shook out his hair one last time and resigned himself to what was going to be an 


interesting night on the bus. 


Two 


The bus rumbled along in the dark, an unusual quiet settling among the four travelers. David grabbed a bag of 
Lays from the cupboard and sat by the smaller tv, mindlessly watching images flash across the screen 


Dirk brushed past him, heading towards the front of the bus. No one really sat there unless they were 
working, this soon after a show no one felt like picking up a guitar or writing a new song. Dirk had a blanket 
over his arm and a pillow under his armpit. His bunk was right across from David's and it was unusual for 
someone not to make it to their bunk. Passing out in a seat was a thing of the past, when drugs and youth 
left them more flexible and able to sleep anywhere and everywhere. 


The seat next to him dipped. It was hardly a couch, more of a storage bench with a seating surface glued on 
the top. Just about every tour bus he'd been in had some version of it, and the Lucky Charms bus was no 
exception. Dave liked this bus with all of its bells and whistles, renting it tour after tour despite her ever 


increasing mileage. 

Dave tucked his legs up underneath him, sitting on his knees. It made him look childish but put him several 
inches in height above David. David held out the bag of chips as a peace offering, Mustaine grabbing a greasy 
handful. David left the bag between them. 


"Dirk's sleeping up front tonight." 


Dave obviously wanted to talk so David turned to face him, hooking one foot under his knee and sitting 


sideways. "| noticed that." 

"So, in the back.. You know" Dave crunched loudly on a chip. "If you want to." 

David still hadn't decided. The shower helped take the edge off things but there were too many unknown 
variables for him. The fact that Dave wanted it should have been a large ‘proceed with caution’ sign, but look 
at how many times Dave had been right. 


But when Dave was wrong, he was catastrophically wrong. 


"| don't know man. I's." he tried to put his thoughts together in a way that wouldn't hurt. "lim not into guys. 
You're." he tried to find a word that wasn't a synonym of abnormality. 


Dave raised an eyebrow, looking at him like he'd grown a second head. "What about that kid in Houston, from 
Helstar? What was his name?" 


David dropped his gaze to his knee. Garrick. Nothing happened, the kid looked up to him as a mentor, or rather 


down at him, almost half a foot down at him. "Hmmmm," David had to clear his throat. "| don't remember." 


Dave scoffed. "Hyeah, right," he muttered. "If you weren't such a tight ass these days you would have ridden 
that all the way to Dallas." 


David looked up again, eyes flashing. "Nothing happened." 
"Because you're a tight ass. He was begging for it" 


It was David's turn to scoff. "Garrick was meeting a ‘star’ and he signed to my label that day, of course he 


would have done anything. How many times did you encourage someone at the record company?" 

Dave's eyes narrowed, part of their former flames returning. "Don't talk about that," he said tightly. 

David shrugged. "Just the way things are." 

‘It's in the past and needs to stay there." He ate his last chip, wiping the salty remnants on his sweatpants. 
"Like that shirt?" David chuckled despite the serious turn in conversation 


Dave looked down, the oversized Bart Simpson tshirt vintage at this point and softer than a baby's blanket. The 
hem hung down to mid thigh, remnant of the 40s XL trend. "It's comfortable, fuck off" 


He could only laugh, Dave would never have been caught dead in old worn out clothes in earlier times, too 


many ghosts from his childhood haunting him. My how times had changed. 
"And it's coming off soon anyway, with or without you." 


Dave turned it back to the issue at hand. David worried his bottom lip, still not able to make a decision. "l 


really can't, Dave." 


"Sure you can, | saw how hard you were on stage. Kiko's sexy and wants to play. No hassle, no commitment. 


Just get yer rocks off and let him see what another fuck feels like." 
It would be cheating Dave, Julie doesn't...” 

"Fuck you've been married too long." 

David wound up to argue, sucking in a breath. 

"Are you gonna leave Julie for Kiko?" 

"Fuck, no, of course not." 


"Well, it's not like he's gonna get pregnant." 


"Dave, its more than that." 


"No it's not, its just a good time." Dave shuffled closer, taking up David's left hand, crushing the bag of chips 
between them. Dave's thumb found the gold band, running over the smooth flatness. "Its not temptation or a 
test, just something to make you feel good again." 


David stared at their joined hands, Dave's talented finger just barely brushing his skin. What those fingers 


could do... 


"You don't have to do anything you don't want to. Let Kiko make you feel good, just for a few hours." Dave held 
his gaze and lifted the hand to his lips kissing his wedding band sacrilegiously before dragging his lips down bass 
toughened fingers and sucking one into his mouth. 


Dave's tongue flicked against the tip of David's finger, just like he used to do to David's cock 


Heat pooled in his lap, Dave's lips and tongue with their own very convincing argument. Lips pursed around his 
finger and sucked, David's cock hardening for the second time tonight. "Fuck, Dave." he whined, erection trapped 
inside his jeans and begging to be released. 


His finger fell from Dave's lips, tongue darting out one last time to flick the tip. Dave pulled on David's wrist, 

pulling him off balance and closing the short distance between them. Dave's lips crashed against David's, melting 
and molding as they pressed together. It was awkward, Dave looming over him, necks craned at odd angles, but 
the heat and the wetness was just right. David shifted, getting his knees under him to match Dave and ran his 
tongue along Dave's lips, pushing his way inside when those red lips parted. Tongues battled, David rolling circles 


around Dave's tongue like it was his dick 


Dave sucked in a large breath and smashed them together, arms everywhere and hands grabbing, pulling. Dave 


let his mouth be invaded, parrying on occasion but not pushing into David's mouth. 


The kisses tapered off slowly, both men panting, chests tight against each other. "Come play with us," Dave 
whispered. 


He pulled David's wrist one more time as he stepped off the bench, David letting himself be dragged through 
the bunks and to the back lounge. He caught the end of the curtain and slid it closed, just in case Dirk woke up 


or had to use the restroom. 


He wasn't sure what he expected, but a fully clothed Kiko with his own bag of potato chips and a beer wasn't 
it. Dave nodded as David stumbled in, his feet dragging on the rough carpet. 


"Yeah?" Kiko asked, setting his snack aside. A smile lit up his face, surely one of God's greater creations. "Hi 


David, welcome." 


Dave shut the door behind them, making David jump as the latch clicked Here he was, already further along 
than he should have let himself. 


"Something to drink?" Dave picked up a wine glass, already filled with a dark red wine. 

"Uuuh, no thanks" They knew he didn't drink 

"Coffee, water?" Dave sipped at his wine and munched on another potato chip. Aaah yes, the good life. 
"Water?" Dave reached into the small cooler and soon a small plastic cup was handed to him. 


"Seltzer and lime, its ok" Dave smiled slightly before handing the cup over. David would have preferred a 
sealed bottle of water, tonight was not the night to be tricked into something. 


He sniffed at the drink. It was exactly what Dave had said. With all eyes on him he took a small sip, the whole 


situation turning awkward really fast. 


"Dave." without the rush of adrenaline from making out with Dave the whole thing suddenly seemed like a bad 


idea again. 


"No no no no," Dave rushed out. "Just gonna make you feel good, just for tonight.” He set his wine down on the 


window ledge and caught David's hand again. "Felt good a few minutes ago, right?" 


David had to swallow before he could answer, Dave's closeness making his heartbeat and breathing go all wonky 


again. "Yeah," he got out, sounding breathless. 


Dave's hands were on his hips, pulling him in for a hug. "That's it, just feel." Dave kissed him again, more 
aggressively this time, mimicking some of the things David had done earlier. David responded, matching every 
stroke and poke of tongue with his own. Kissing Dave was always a rare treat, the few time s he wasn't high 


or worried about his masculinity and would allow it. 


Dave broke away, panting. "Fuck, you're good" He sucked his lips, pulling in the last spots of David's saliva. "Try 
it with Kiko." 


Dave backed away and the younger man rose from the couch. He was already blushing, denim pulled tight over 


his groin 


Kiko looked at David with wide eyes. The smile was so natural on him, accenting his cheekbones and the rosy 
glow darkening his skin. They stood toe to toe before Kiko leaned in for a quick peck, trying his luck with the 
older man. David raised an eyebrow. That was it? The Brazilian Sex God was shy? David make a displeased noise 


by blowing air out of his nose. 


"You wouldn't have lasted a minute back in the 80s." Kiko frowned. David stepped back a minute and set his 


drink down. "C'mere," he beckoned the youth. Kiko edged closer, maybe not so shy after all. David grabbed at 
his waist and pulled him close, shoving his tongue into Kiko's unsuspecting mouth. To his credit, Kiko pushed 


back, arms wrapping around David's neck and deepening the kiss. 

Salt and beer washed over David's palate, transferred on Kiko's tongue and lips. It was a heady mix that carried 
away the last of his reservations. David's hand slid down to Kiko's ass, grabbing greedily at the muscle and 
kneading the warm flesh. 


Kiko moaned and thrust against David's hip, his hard on evident and ready for action 


David broke the kiss this time. Kiko was all over him, attached like a limpet mine. He needed to breathe. "Whoa, 
slow down there." David sucked the spit off his lips and pushed a strand of Kiko's hair behind his ear. "Quick 
and dirty can be fun, but long and slow has its place too." 


Kiko shuddered in his arms. "You're so hot, David, I've been waiting long time." 


"You'll come more than once tonight Kiko," David called from the sofa. "We've got all night." Dave waived Kiko 


back over to the couch. "I agreed to share you, don't make me too jealous." 

Kiko laughed, dropping beside Dave. David raised his eyebrows normally a phrase like that would send people 
running for the hills. Kiko was laughing. "Oh Dave, you're so funny.” He leaned against Dave and practically 
melted. Dave only smiled and handed him his beer. 

Dave's eye met David's again, the slightest lift of a chin asking if he was still ok. David let out a breath he 
didn't know he was holding and ran a hand through his hair. He nodded back to Dave, who dropped a possessive 
arm dropped around Kiko's shoulders. 

"Why don't you come over here? Sit between me and Kiko." 


David eyed the nonexistent space. He'd be sitting on two laps. 


Dave unwound himself from Kiko and nudged him to slide over. Dave patted the black leather. "C'mon, you know 


| don't bite." 
At first, anyway. When he was clean and fairly sober Dave was actually pretty gentle in bed. Drunk Dave or 
high Dave was a different person all together. David still had some very faint scars from nights Dave would 


be on his third bottle of bourbon. 


David barely fit between the two men, Dave leaning over him slightly to look at Kiko. "You heard him, slow and 
sensual tonight. What did you notice first about David?" 


"In person?" Kiko finished his beer and set the empty on the floor. "His smile. It lights up whole room" 


"How about before that? Before you joined, when you were a teenager in Brazil, what did you notice then?" 
“Ap,” Kiko made a noise and slapped his knee. "Don't know, just the way he played and the melodies." 


The flattery was uncomfortable but he would live through it. He wondered at Dave's game. There was always a 


game or a hustle, no one changed that much. 
Dave turned his head, attention now on David. He reached across and tucked David's hair behind his ear. He 
quickly licked a finger and before David could stop him, ran it down the shell of David's ear. Goosebumps rose 


on David's skin as Dave traced one of the areas that would always set him off. 


"He likes his ears caressed. Just the curve, here." Dave caressed the sensitive area, showing Kiko the finer 


points of seduction. 

David leaned into the touch, always a slut for the way Dave could draw these feelings out of him. 

"Let me try." Kiko's finger replaced Dave's. Not as experienced but catching on quick 

"Stroke the skin, just skate over the surface." Kiko's touch lightened and David jumped. "See, he likes it” 
"Yeah," was all David could get out, leaning into the caress like a cat getting scratched. 

"Try moving down to his neck" Kiko immediately found a good patch of skin and David tilted his head, exposing 
more neck for Kiko to stroke. Dave took the opportunity to kiss him again, hand landing on David's thigh and 


rubbing. 


Dave's tongue lapped at his while Kiko stroked his neck. David was pretty damn glad he agreed to come back 


here after all. 


Dave's hand drew one thigh closer to him, slightly parting his legs. "Look, Kiko, you're doing a great job." Dave 
kissed him again, leaving David trying to nod his appreciation to Kiko. 


The fingers on his neck were replaced with a wet tongue and David broke the kiss with Dave to moan loudly. 


His hand fisted in Kiko's shirt, keeping him from moving away. 

"Oh God," David moaned. He was gone and still had all his clothes on 

"Is he always like this?" Kiko asked from the curve of David's shoulder. 
"Yeah, once you get him hot" 


Someone needed to out their lips on him again. He pulled on Kiko's shirt, leaning over to kiss him, to the already 


out and no longer shy about frenching the Brazilian 


"Hmmmm," he heard Dave murmur on the other side. A hand reached the inner seam on his jeans and traced 
it, David spreading his legs as much as he could between the two men. More hands, more tongue, just anything 


more, right now. 


A hand grasped his chin and pulled him back gently from Kiko's lips. "| can't wait to see you blow him." Dave 
kissed David again, tongues warring as Dave's hand crept higher up David's inner thigh. 


"Take his shirt off," Kiko said and started to pull on the shirt. 

"Good thinking," Dave agreed after pulling away again. David let go of his grip and with some help from Kiko 
eventually got the shirt over his head and off. Kiko looked on ravenously at the pale flesh, as hairless as he'd 
always been 

"You know what else he likes?" Dave asked mischievously. 

"No Dave, no, not now," he pleaded He was going to die if.. 

Instead of telling, Dave bent his head to David's chest and latched on to a nipple. 

"Oh shit, Dave." His head fell against the back wall of the bus with a dull thunk. 

"Are you sucking or biting?" Kiko was learning all he could from his teacher. 

Dave lifted his head up, face still pressed against a rounded pec. "A little of everything, Mix it up. He's not 
afraid of a little teeth." Dave went back to flicking his tongue across the hardened nub, sucking on it between 
assaults. 


A dark head found his other nipple and ran a wet tongue around the band of areolae. 


Shit, shit," he hit his head again as his hips lifted, the exquisite pain in his groin near tortuous. "Fuck," he 
growled as the hand on his thigh finally climbed high enough to brush against his swollen balls. 


With two hungry mouths biting and sucking his chest, and the torturous hand just barely brushing his balls he 


growled. He needed to come so bad and there wasn't enough pressure on his cock.. 
"Is he in pain?" Kiko turned his bites into gentle laps as he asked. 


Dave looked over the taught body beside him. "He'll do about anything right now to get a mouth on his cock." 
The hand rubbing his balls lazily trailed up the fly of his jeans, making him buck and and whimper. 


The cruel hand left to painfully pinch and twist his sensitive nipple. "Now you bring him back a bit, makes him 
more aggressive than he normally is." 


"Fuck you Dave," he spat out, trying to get an arm out from under Dave or Kiko. Kiko wasn't holding him like 
Dave was, and David was able to rub at his hard on through his pants. 


Dave quickly reached down and pulled his hand away, letting Kiko pin it between his shoulder and the seat back. 
"That was very naughty David. You remember what happens when you're naughty?" 


"Fuck Dave, please | gotta come, it hurts so bad" He tried to rock his hips against his jeans, the only source of 


friction he could find. 


Dave merely smirked as Kiko hovered over him looking concerned. The wine glass made another appearance as 


Dave handed Kiko another beer. "Shame you don't drink anymore Dave, it made for some really wild nights." 


"Fuck you, asshole." David wiggled against the hands holding him. He could escape if he needed to, but this was 
part of the game. 


"Now for your punishment.” Dave looked around the back lounge for something. "Looks like I'm out of floggers." 
David bit back a gasp, Dave used to be a master with a flogger, carefully selecting location and force to make 
David beg and scream. He was never able to go back to the feed and tack store in his hometown after that 


purchase. 


Dave found his phone, flipping through items on the screen quickly after making sure David was actually 
playing along and not in any distress. 


"Kiko," David whispered. When he had his attention, David nodded down at his groin, a small dark patch forming 
on the denim from the head of his cock. "Touch me, please," he begged. Kiko would do it, not understanding the 


games around him that were almost older than him. "Just jerk me off, | fucking hurt" 

"Touch him and you're going to bed alone." Dave was still fucking with his phone. "I'd be surprised if he could 
come more than once again, and you don't want him to fall asleep this early. He already jacked off in the 
showers. Aah, here it is" He synced his phone with the big lounge tv. "Make sure you hold him, he's not gonna 
like this.” 


Kiko did a shit job of restraining him, clearly the kid had a lot to learn. He made up for it with a smiled apology 
and a quick kiss. 


The screen rolled, the image faded and blurred with time, the audio degraded from years and years of neglect. 


Dave had to really crank the volume to be heard over the static. 
David recognized himself spread eagled and face down on the bed. Immediately he knew which tape this was. 


"You said you destroyed the tape!" This was far past tonight's game, way out of bounds to show to Kiko. 


"| did. After | made a copy." 


David was going to destroy Dave's phone. He could buy him another one, sans movie, tomorrow. David broke 


away from Kiko's weak hold and rushed Dave. 


Dave caught in him a headlock after David futile attempt at a tackle. David's arousal left him slow to think and 
remember that Dave was also a sparrer. Dave shifted his captive around, making him watch the video on 


screen, turning the headlock into a bear hug. 


"Just look at how fucking hot we were, look at how erotic it was and tell me you haven't jerked off thinking 


about it over all these years." 


David swallowed, trying to think of a way out of the hold that wouldn't leave him hurt. A dislocated shoulder 
wouldn't do him any good. 


"Look how much you wanted it, humping the bed before we'd even started. Just the idea of it turned you on 


A hand ran over his stomach and tweaked his cock, enough rough pressure that David could thrust against 
the palm and calm his throbbing. 


It was their first time in a super fancy penthouse suite, the record company finally throwing a perk their way 
after turning a profit on sales and shows. Dave had borrowed a camera from one of the crew while Junior 


went out to score the nights stash. 


He couldn't see it on the shitty tape, but David knew on the bedside was a stack of foil and a burnt out pipe 
they'd used earlier. 


Dave's backside entered the scene, squarer than David's body but just as scrawny. 
"Wow, that's you Dave?" 


Kiko had gone back to sitting on the couch, beer in one hand and the other resting high on his thigh. His shirt 


had gone missing somewhere, not that anyone was going to complain. 

Dave nodded against David's hair. The restraint had turned into more of a hug as the tape rolled and David 
relaxed. He did look good back then despite the drugs. No wonder Dave wanted to tap his ass at every 
opportunity. It was small and firm, rounded just enough with the swell of young muscle that was perfect for 
biting into. He didn't know what he had at the time. 

"Now do you see why | couldn't keep my hands off you?" 


David's hips rose from the bed as the paddle landed across his ass. His grunts coming from the ether. The 


palm over his bulge pressed in with each smack of the paddle on the screen. Thwak, uungh. Thwak, Uunnggh. 


His asscheeks burned at the memory. Dave had been on a tear that day, waiting for a time they could be 


alone and frustrated at all the shit they had to do before they could have fun. 
"You like that David?" Kiko was openly palming himself, enjoying Dave's little surprise video. 
"Yeah, uugh," he made a little squeak like the tape as Dave pressed harshly on his full balls. "Dave's good at it" 


Kiko's attention turned to the older couple, Dave with his face buried in David's neck and hair. David was rolling 
his hips back into the cradle of Dave's. 


"Tao quente. Bonita," he said to himself. Bravely he got up and stood between David and his view of the past. A 
mouth crushed against David's and Kiko's tongue lodged in his throat. The hand on his balls disappeared, 
replaced with 140 pounds of squirming guitarist. 


"Dave, I'm sorry but aaah." Kiko apologized across David's shoulder. "I can't wait more." Dave was still holding 


David as Kiko dropped to his knees, hands nimbly working the fastening on his jeans. 


"Fuck, Dave.." He leaned back into the solidness of his long time friend. Here was the line, here was where it 


went from fooling around to sin and he tensed as he was going to barrel through it. 
"Is ok David," Dave quickly reached up to pet his hair. "Just enjoy it, no one's getting hurt." 


There was no hesitation once Kiko got his jeans opened. A hand pushed his underwear aside and pulled him out, 


lips wrapping around him and swallowing him to the root. His hips rolled up to meet the warmth, forcing his 


dick further down Kiko's throat. 


"Fuck," David screamed. "Holy shit." He could feel his balls draw up, already too close to the edge after all the 
teasing. Apparently Dave had been teaching him well. 


"Stop, Kiko," Dave commanded. "He's too close." Big brown eyes glanced up at him and David had to look away. He 
thrust his hips, cock sliding over Kiko's wet lips. He was gonna come down Kiko's throat, make him swallow 


everything. "You still want him to fuck you?" 

Kiko moaned around David's cock, pushing David even closer to coming. 

Dave put a foot on Kiko's shoulder and pushed him away. "He doesn't come until | say, got it?" Kiko looked up 
from the floor and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. He looked hurt. He hadn't been around Dave long 
enough yet to understand. Still he nodded, waiting on the floor to be told what to do. 


"Well, get naked Kiko. We're waiting.” Dave buried his face in David's hair again, nose just behind his ear. "Give 


him what he wants, fuck him and make it good or else." 


He didn't have to ask about Dave's ‘or elses’. He'd lived through a few of them. Dave's hands pushed his jeans 
and underwear over his hipbones. Kiko reached over and helped David out of his clothes, tossing them in a pile 


with the other discarded items. Dave's worn out Simpson's shirt landed on the top of the pile. 


"How do you want to." Kiko trailed off. There wasn't enough room to lie down, and standing up was out of the 


question. 


"| guess, umm, on your knees.." David looked at the options. Carpet burn on his knees from the floor or Kiko's 
face smashed into the wall if he perched on the sofa David stepped back and left the middle of the small room 
open. It would be cramped, but better than busting up that pretty face. 


Still on his knees, Kiko swung around and put his ass on display. Lightly furred balls hung heavy between strong 
thighs. David usually liked to have a bit more reciprocal foreplay before he was expected to fuck someone's 


ass, but right now he wasn't too picky. 
Mustaine tapped him on the arm and handed him a condom. "Don't know where you've been," he sneered. 


"You've got to be kidding me." David was stunned. He was married for Christ's sake, Dave knew exactly where 
he'd been. Dave handed over a small bottle of lube as well. David realized Dave was snapping out of insecurity 


and this was his only way of dealing with the situation 


Still, protection was good practice. David squirted some of the cold lube on himself before rolling the condom 
down. More lube went on the outside, remembering the pain of when him and Dave didn't have enough lube but 


fucked anyway, 


His dry hand landed on Kiko's flank, stroking down over the small butt and trying to get him to relax. "You've 
done this before?" 


"Yes, yes many times." Probably only since he joined up a little over six months ago. No longer a rookie, but not 


a seasoned pro either. He'd take some work. 


"Dave, if you want to.." David motioned for Dave to sit under the window in front of Kiko. A little blow job 


would keep Dave calm and distract Kiko enough to make things easier. 


Dave obeyed and shucked his sweatpants, sinking to the floor in front of Kiko. Kiko dropped to his elbows and 
went to work, knowing what Dave liked. 


He now had a slightly moving target to work with, Kiko dipping and swaying as he put effort into sucking Dave's 
cock. His lubed hand traced the split in Kiko's cheeks, searching out the opening. When he found it he drew 
circles around it with a finger. Kiko's hips moved, trying to get more than just a fingertip on his hole. He 
slurpped loudly whenever David found a good spot, Dave's eyes closed in bliss at the strong suction. 


He didn't prep Kiko as much as he probably should have. A little pain helped make memories. David got one 
finger in and slid it back and forth. Kiko reacted well, pushing into David's touch while still slobbering over Dave. 


Stroking himself, David shuffled forward on his knees and aligned himself. "Ready?" he asked, Kiko managing to a 
thumbs up. 


Dave opened his eyes, looking over Kiko's bobbing head as David set his cock on the ring and pushed inside. Lord 
he was tight, just as David had feared and hoped. Dave was gathering up Kiko's hair, carding through it. At 
David's entrance Kiko groaned and lifted off Dave's dick 


"Slow, David." He didn't need the warning from Dave. He knew what he was doing but Dave still had to run the 


show. 


"No, I'm fine, David please, not slow." Kiko returned to sucking Dave. His mouth said yes but his muscles were 


still clenched around David. He waited until Kiko relaxed more before starting to rock his hips. 


David knew he could get too used to this, Kiko's muscles grabbing and pulling him in. He'd already eaten from 
the forbidden apple so he might as well enjoy the trip. 


"Good, isn't he?" David wasn't sure who Dave was talking to, surprised to see Dave holding Kiko's hair in a 


ponytail but looking directly at him. 


"God, he's so tight." David had to look down at flat of Kiko's lower back, the fine, dark hairs that lightly 
sprouted before tapering away. And lower, over the curve of his ass to watch as his cock disappeared 
between those perfect globes. A hand on Kiko's hip steadied him, able to tug the beauty back at David's 


command. 


"Kiko, how does David feel inside your ass?" He gently pulled on the ponytail and fell of of Kiko's mouth with a 
gasp. "Do you like how he's fucking you?" 


"Sim," Kiko breathed, "O sim," His back and neck arched as Dave pulled harder on his hair. "Duro, David, duro." 


David wasn't sure what he said, but he could guess. Dave didn't look too happy as he watched Kiko's face. David 
twisted his hips again, using tricks as he remembered them. 


The groan that tore from Kiko's mouth echoed around the small room. He used sharp, quick thrusts to hit the 
same spot repeatedly. Kiko pushed back into him, knees sliding on the industrial carpet. 


"Does he fuck better than me?" Kiko's neck and scalp had to hurt at the angle Dave held him at. Surely clumps 


of hair would be missing in the morning; at least for Kiko they would grow back. 


David saw the slight hesitation and tension in Kiko's shoulders, whatever part of his brain was functioning 


realizing Dave was very dangerous right now. He eased off of the area Kiko liked, keeping a smooth rhythm in 


and out, letting Kiko a few seconds to translate. 
"No," David sighed in relief at the only possible answer. 


The fist tightened in Kiko's hair, Dave leaning forward and getting his face very near Kiko's ear. "I think you're 
lying to me." David slowed his thrusts, poor Kiko, dealing with this every day. "I don't like liars." 


Kiko backed up into David, not in pleasure, but trying to get away from the cruel hand in his hair. David 


stopped moving, waiting to see which way this went. 
"Truth, Dave, | swear it." 


"Pfft," Dave sneered. "Of course you do." Dave's eyes traveled salaciously down the length of Kiko's back, 
running up David's front when he ran out of Kiko. "And who told you to stop?" 


Gently David pulled back and slid into Kiko again, still gliding over the thin layer of lube. "Thats not very 


arousing," he mumbled, the promised night of fun turning into a session of Dave's mind games. 


Sharp eyes narrowed and stared daggers at him. "What?" His lips curled, barely moving. At least the hold on 
Kiko's hair seemed to lighten up a bit as Dave shifted focus. 


David knew he was probably the only person on the planet who could take Mustaine's ire without becoming a 
victim. "Fuck your bullshit, you said this would be fun and you're making it a total bummer." True, the fact 
that he was getting his knob worked was fucking fantastic, but David wished he would have kept the looney 
tunes stuff to when David wasn't there. "You know I'm better, cut the kid some slack" Dave blustered and 
puffed up, finally letting go of Kiko's hair. Unfortunately, he looked like he was about to tackle David, erections 
not withstanding. "Sit back down and let him suck you off," 


Dave ground his teeth, eyes still staring at David's chest. His cock, still full and heavy, pulsed as greedy eyes 
ran over David's body. "Keep fucking him." Dave's fist wrapped around his cock, picking up the discarded bottle 
of lube and pouring some over himself. "Let me see you fuck his ass." 


Dave walked on his knees beside David, jerking himself at the same speed David was thrusting. 


With Dave occupied for a minute, David quickly glanced at Kiko. His hand was on his scalp, probably holding down 
the hurt area Dave had ripped from. Kiko rested on his elbow, face down towards the carpet. David gripped one 


of Kiko's ass cheeks, squeezing it before caressing. Tense muscles relaxed at the moment of quiet: 


He wrapped his arms around Kiko's waist and pulled him up to stand on his knees. The new angle changed 
sensations and David could feel Kiko try to suppress his moan. He wanted to, and that was enough for David. 
His hands ran across Kiko's stomach and torso, using the new position to his advantage. It also let David nibble 
on an ear, revenge for Kiko's earlier torment. "K?" he was able to very quietly whisper as he nibbled. Kiko's 


breathing hitched, but a hand landed on David's head and smoothed his hair. No pulling, no pinching. It was a yes 


in any language. 


"Put him back down, | can't see shit" David rolled his eyes, but released Kiko, letting him drop back to his 


elbows. "That's it," Dave encouraged. 


"Lube?" David held out a hand and waited for Dave to give him the bottle. He drizzled more between them, 
making sure to accidentally spill some onto his hand. He dropped the bottle again, leaning over Kiko and reaching 
over a slim hip, wiping the extra lube over Kiko's cock. He could feel the sigh of appreciation at the extra 


stimulation. David knew Dave would call him on it, so he grabbed Kiko's wrist and made sure the guitarist knew 


he could jack off while David fucked him. 

Muscles twitched around him as Kiko touched himself, David thrust in harder, unable to stop at how good he 
felt. Kiko was moving again, rocking back into David and forward into his fist. Small breathy noises escaped him, 
David suddenly wanting to hear him at full volume, fucked so good he didn't remember where he was or who 


was listening. 


A hand fell on his hip and circled around. He'd lost sight of Dave, only to catch him out of his peripheral. "What 


are you doing?" 

Dave was behind him now, hand on his hip and eyes focused on his ass. "Nothin." 

Kiko pushed into him again. He felt so good, despite whatever horrible ways Dave had corrupted him. 

Dave's hand slid down his ass, cupping the bottom curve before giving it a small smack. David moaned at the 
swat, old memories mixing with current pleasure. Lips landed on his sacrum, kissing across the skin before 
shifting down as a clawed hand grabbed at the other cheek. 


"Doesn't feel like nothing." 


"Then maybe it's something.” A tongue licked his cleft, from the top all the way down. David thrust harshly 
into Kiko, the warm, wiggling tongue making them both slide on the carpet. 


"Fuck, David," Kiko moaned. His head rested on the floor now, body curled around his working hand. 


Dave grabbed one of David's ankles and moved it outside of Kiko's. Immediately he felt Dave's saliva cool in the 


lounge air. The tongue licked over all the spots it missed earlier, Dave using his hand to open David's cheeks. 
"Fuck, Dave, stop." It was distracting him from pleasuring Kiko - the whole point to tonight's adventure. 
"No, don't stop," Kiko tightened around David again and David cursed in pleasure. 


He rammed Kiko into the wall when a pointed tongue lapped at his asshole, Dave's nose resting against his skin 
and blowing hot air as Dave breathed. 


Forgetting rhythm, David moved between the tightness around his cock and the talented tongue eating him out. 
Dave licked and stroked like a starved man, using the end of his tongue to press against David's opening. 


David was fine until that tongue wormed its way inside his asshole. That was game over, man. "Fuck mel” He 


reared back into Dave's face, leaving poor Kiko trying to see what was going on 
"Are you still my little slut? Are you going to beg for my cock?" 


"Dave, please, fuck me," only it came from the video, still rolling forgotten on the tv. Older David only shook his 
head, begging would give Dave too much of what he wanted, and not enough of what he needed. 


"Not... begging." Dave's tongue swirled around him again, pressing just enough to key him up but not enough to 


penetrate. 


"Fuck me, Dave, put it in," the video copy of David wailed. A wall of copper hair blocked the view but anything 


above David's waist was in view, back arched and hair soaked with sweat. 

"I think | can get you to beg again" 

"Please, please, please," came out in a stream from the speakers. 

David sucked at the heated skin and trailed his tongue down the fusion line at David's core, shifting himself as 
he tongued David's balls, rolling over the wrinkled skin and pushing the glands around in their sacs. David was 
flush against Kiko's butt, only the slightest of movement between them as Dave's head moved between David's 
thighs. 


David bit his lip hard. He was going to break, soon, begging Dave for anything he could get. Kiko's heat around 
him was the only thing keeping him from giving in 


"C'mon Junior, don't you want me?" Dave sucked at a testicle from behind, David fearing to move with teeth 


so close to some pretty important parts. 


"Yes, just... not. begging," he managed to groan out as that wicked tongue did impossible things to his nerve 
endings. 


"C'mon, you can beg, it's just me and Kiko." A finger pressed against his hole and Dave sucked on the other sac. 
"Just beg me and I'll do it." 


David shook his head, pulling Kiko back onto his dick His ass was begging to be fucked, squeezing and pulsing as 
he tried to stay still Poor Kiko would be a mess of bruises by the morning. 


David on the video was wailing, the privacy the expensive room provided giving David a false sense of security. 


"Not begging, fuck." Fingers pressed at him and finally into him, stretching the ring of muscle. 


"You can moan, David. Let me know how good good it feels." David had been biting his lip, anything to deny Dave. 
He could get his jollies on the tape. David shook his head, gripping Kiko's hips with each wave of pleasure Dave 


created. 


Kiko had been silent through the whole thing, once it started going off the rails he seemed to wait with David, 
letting Dave do and say anything he wanted. No wonder Dave had lost his mind, Kiko was a younger version of 
an earlier David, ambitious enough to have his own thoughts and opinions, but submissive enough to give in to 
just about every single one of Dave's desires. Junior grew out of it with a bang but it looked like Kiko would 


keep Dave entertained for years. 
The poor kid had slid so far across the carpet he was firmly planted against the wall. "Back up, Kiko's squished" 


Dave hooked his finger and rudely pulled David back, giving Kiko some room and David a minutes break in the 
crazy. David tried a few more rocks of his hips, Kiko still silently clinging around him, no indication of good or 
bad anymore. David stroked up his flank apologetically, not sure what Dave had told him, but pretty sure this 


wasn't it. 


Kiko looked over his shoulder, just barely enough to make eye contact with David. He nodded slightly, silently, 
leaving words in Dave's domain. He licked his lips before looking back to the carpet. David wasn't sure what was 
going through his head. Hopefully they could talk later. He had a few pointers for whatever direction Kiko chose 
to take. 


Heat hit David's back, warm flesh nestled up against him. Dave's hard cock pressed against his ass, Dave 
rubbing himself on David's crack. David rubbed back. It had been so long.. 


The film David moaned low, voice coming from the pit of his stomach. Dave was between David's legs with one 


hand between them, finally pushing himself into David after all the torment. 


"Your ass was always so good, | didn't even mind being gay for you." His cock slid between David's cheeks. "You 


are such a dirty slut." 


There was pressure on David's asshole, then a horrible burning feeling as Dave forced his cock inside. David fell 
forward, catching himself on his wrists before he collapsed on Kiko. He held his breath as Dave pressed inward 
inch by inch. His head knocked into Kiko's, the pain almost as bad as the first time Dave fucked him. It shouldn't 
have hurt this much with lube. 


Strange fingers petted his wrist, Kiko brushing a fingertip across his inner wrist where the tendons popped out 


under the strain. 


"Vai passar," Kiko whispered. "Sentir.." and he squeezed around David, finally breaking a moan from the older 


man. It was enough to distract slightly from the pain and good tinder for Dave's fragile ego. 


Underneath him Kiko started moving his hips, just enough to maybe make things work out. Dave was possibly 
on to something; Kiko was hot, responsive at all the right times, soothing and calming and so incredibly fucking 


tight, rolling his hips as silky hair brushed David's chin 


Kiko leaned back to nuzzle against him as Dave finally fit himself inside. Skin pressed against him from both 
sides, leaving him with no room to move. Teeth bit into his shoulder, Dave marking him again. The pain 


grounded him, it was Dave, the only man he'd ever been with until Kiko. 


Dave started to move slowly, the pain gone now that he had adjusted to the breach. Kiko was moaning again, 
Dave's thrusts moving David enough that Kiko felt it. The trio were locked together, a mass of long hair and 


pale skin moving in unison as the bus ate up the pavement. 


He wasn't sure how to move, back against Dave or forward into Kiko. They seemed to have a good enough idea 
between the two of them. David's jaw hung open, a constant moan passing his lips. Strands of Kiko's hair stuck 
to his wet lips. 


Fingers twisted in his hair and his eyes rolled back into his head. Dave yanked him up, pulling him back against 
his broad chest. Fingers pinched at a nipple, cupping the rise of flesh as the other hand wrapped around his 
hair and used it like a bridle. 


"Like that, huh?" Dave breathed into the side of his neck. "Remember what you've been missing?" Teeth sunk 
into his other shoulder this time not enough to break the skin. "Fuck, | missed your ass, always so good" 


There wasn't much room for anyone to move except Dave. If he'd had more of his brain available David would 
have worried about Kiko's pleasure, but the burn had turned into a pleasurable thing as he was stretched 


again and filled, Dave's gasps and dirty talk clouding his mind. 


Dave's open palm landed on the side of his asscheek, the slap a reminder of days gone by. He gasped, unable to 
stop himself from driving further into Kiko at the added edge of sensation 


"Fuck, David," Kiko moaned causing Dave to growl and buck harder into David. 
All David could do was breathe as he was torn apart, Dave hitting every sensitive, deprived nerve in his ass 
while Kiko clenched and wiggled underneath him, tight muscular walls rippling along his length the way no woman 


ever could. 


Dave gripped David's shoulders and pulled him back roughly with every thrust of his hips. "Gonna come for 


me?" Dave sped up, relentlessly pounding into Dave. "Gonna come on my cock?" 


Video David howled as he came, the first orgasm of many than night spilled into the hotel sheets. 


Quick thrusts of Dave's hips sent the real life David over the edge, wordless syllables mixing with gasps and 
moans as the rush of orgasm claimed him. 


He was only given a minutes break before Dave started fucking him again, slower but less controlled. A hand 
planted between his shoulder blades and pushed him forward onto Kiko's back. "So good," Dave mumbled, hands 
now on his hips and intent on his own orgasm. Kiko reached a hand back and petted the back of his head, 


knotting the hair that Dave had left attached. David buried his nose in Kiko's hair, the smell of sweat and 


something sweet utterly intoxicating. 


The hands on his hips tightened; there would be marks tomorrow. Dave's skin slapped against his ass his 
thrusts became deeper. He could feel Dave pulse and then stop, David pulled tight against him before the 


clamping hands released and Dave slowly slid out. 


"Lemme see it, lemme see it," Dave pulled at his ass cheeks. "Push it out.” David was confused and grabbed at 
Kiko while Dave prodded his ass. His stretched muscles weren't in much condition to do anything but contract 

now that Dave's cock wasn't forcing them open. "Oh yeah," Dave's fingers ran across David's skin, smearing his 
leaking come around and trying to push it back in. David moaned in surprise as a finger slipped inside him again, 


rubbing against his walls as Dave's seed was held inside. 


Satisfied, Dave backed off which allowed David to pull away from Kiko, slipping off the uncomfortable condom 
and tossing it to the side. 


"Did you..?" David sat on with his legs under him, looking quickly over his shoulder to see an obliterated Dave 
blissed out against the seats. 


Kiko shook his head no and turned to sit on his rear, drawing his knees up and palming his half hard cock. He 
looked over at Dave, watching as Dave's breathing evened out and his erection wilted. Kiko shrugged and 


continued to jerk himself, bringing his dick to full hardness again. 


David watched, swallowing, and admiring the lean body. He smiled and raised an eyebrow. Just because he 
wouldn't be able to get it up again didn’t mean he couldn't do other things. Kiko smiled shyly, eyes lighting up at 
the offer. They both snuck looks at a comatose Dave before David moved forward onto his knees, leaning over 
and pressing his lips to Kiko's. A tongue poked out and twisted with his, the kiss quickly becoming sloppy and 
hot. 


He had to break the kisses off, addictive as they were David had other plans. David pinched at Kiko's nipple, 
grabbing the brown tip and rolling it between string roughened fingers. Kiko sucked in a breath and pushed out 
his chest into David's grip. It was his turn to lathe away at Kiko's chest, leaning down to suck in the hardened 


nub. 


"Get up on the seat," he whispered from Kiko's chest. A cautious look at Dave showed him still zoned out, eyes 
closed and head tipped back as he leaned against the seats. 


Quickly Kiko was on the smooth leather, legs spread and balls resting on the seat, cock hard and in his hand. 
David licked his lips, it was a very nice view. He reached out and pushed away Kiko's hand, replacing it with his 


own, trying to wipe away as much of the lube as possible. 
Kiko rested a hand on David's head, eyes widening as he realized David's intentions. 


Kneeling before him, David shushed him and nodded over to the passed out Dave. Kiko nodded and bit his lip, 
smoothing his hand over David's long hair. Keeping his eyes on Kiko, David leaned forward and sucked his cock 
into his mouth. Lips wrapped around his teeth as he took in Kiko's hardness, still watching as Kiko's eyes 
crossed then rolled back. David sucked as hard as he could, hand circled around the base of Kiko's cock and 
stroking up to meet his mouth. 


Kiko's thighs tensed each time David took him deep, trying so hard not to thrust up into his hot mouth. 
Breathing turned ragged as a talented tongue worked on Kiko, his legs shifting on the leather as he slid lower in 
the seat. Waves rippled through his lower stomach and David felt him suddenly grow in his throat, swallowing 
around Kiko as a fist tightened in his hair. 


He was absolutely quiet like he had been in the shower, come filling David's mouth before he could swallow it 
down. Spurts hit the back of David's throat as the day's constant tension drained out of Kiko. When the gush 
of fluid was swallowed, David let Kiko fall from his lips, pursing his lips around the tip to suck out the last few 
drops of cum. Kiko squirmed, sensitive, as David sat back and looked at his work. Both men in post orgasmic 


haze were slumped borelessly, rocking with the sway of the bus. 


David had to get up to grab his water, bubbles long gone but the liquid cooled his throat. Kiko cracked an eye 
open and gave him a lazy smile and a thumbs up before falling back against the seat. David shook his head and 
started picking up his clothes. He wanted to be in his bunk before Dave stirred 


Maybe this would become a regular thing. He looked at the two naked men and smirked to himself. He might be 
old, and he might be a pastor, but he could still knock ‘em dead. 


Three 


To his surprise it had become a semi-regular thing. Sometimes all three of them, sometimes just him and 
Dave. Never him and Kiko though, there were some lines that weren't meant to be crossed. He knew Dave and 
Kiko were still together, catching them a few times now that they had the privilege of being a little less 


cautious. 


He wasn't sure if Kiko knew him and Dave had set up a strange friends with benefits arrangement. Neither one 


asked the other. David figured he had to know. Kiko was smart and not as young as David had once believed. 


The day started out hot and got hotter under the cloudless sky, the Hungarian humidity reminding David of 
Minnesota far more than he would have liked. The day started with a headache, and he knocked back a 
metoprolol pill with his arthritis medication and coffee. Some days he just woke up feeling every single one of 


his fifty one years. 


They left for the venue at a reasonable hour for a metal band, the driver getting lost several times. Dave's 
inane commentary on the situation irritated instead of amusing him. The black cargo van conversion backed up 


on the dirt road, horn blaring as the driver tried to find their next stop. 


Interviews came and went, the tour manager finally rounding them up for a signing event. It looked like 
something out of a Renaissance Festival, and probably was what the grounds were used for when the 
metalheads weren't in town. Two hours in the heat of signing things and smiling for cameras brought his 


headache back. Coffee wasn't helping so he bummed an Aleve from Dave and hoped it worked quickly. 


They had to fight through the crowds again to get in the van again to be driven to the stage area. If the 
driver could find it. It seemed like no one knew what was going on. People were all over, walking in the road and 
getting pushed around by security, David actively watching out the windows to make sure no fans got hurt. 


Finally the stage loomed in front of the van, some rock band playing away. "Is that the main stage?" Indeed, it 
looked pretty small, but maybe it was only a secondary stage. The driver spoke little English and no one in the 
band spoke Hungarian. French, a little Spanish, some German, no Hungarian. It didn't even sound like a real 


language, like when Marty had been speaking Japanese. Just odd syllables thrown around in a blender. 


The driver stopped and turned off the van. Apparently this was it. At least he stopped on the back side behind 
a security checkpoint. David couldn't remember the last time he'd seen anything quite like it. The stage just 
ended, with ramps going up to both wings along the back but no backstage to speak of. No tech area. No space 
for the next band to set up. Just grass. At least it wasn't mud, they'd had enough of that at Donnington to 
last the rest of the year. Download, David corrected himself in his head. 


Dave sniffled from the front seat before being the first to open his door and get out. They were all rather 
shocked at the site. Trees and grass were all good and well, but where was Fred going to do his thing? Where 
was Tony going to set up the MOTU? Kiko slid out of the van and David followed, apparently someone knew 


where the dressing room was and was leading them to it. 


The white carnival tent would be their home for the next few hours. It was graciously equipped with a folding 
table holding their rider, a large assortment of industrial sized fans, and a floor. It actually had a floor. OSB, a 
cheaper version of plywood, but it was the first time David had actually seen a floor anywhere at this site. 


"What a shithole, eh?" Dave leaned in with his arms crossed over his chest. This was just another in a series 
of venues that had been less than desirable. That gymnasium in Sofia was probably the worst of the lot so 
far. This might just take the cake. 


"Where's the coffee?" David said it half as a joke. Mention coffee and everyone looked his way. His headache 
was back, perhaps it had never left, but he needed some caffeine, stat. 


Thank goodness for the internet. At least the wifi worked. David texted and replied and posted his heart out, 
little left to do in the Hungarian countryside. 


Kiko rounded them all up for practice when the boredom became too much. Warming up was always a good 
way to kill a few hours. It made Dave happy as he chugged down a Pepsi, watching Kiko play with adoring eyes. 
Poor Dirk, walking into the middle of this interpersonal mess. He had the grace not to say a word, simply 
slipping away when he didn't want to see things. 


"Where's Dirk?" Dave stopped his riffing to look around They'd been playing to a click track for at least ten 


minutes, Dirk disappearing without a word. 


Kiko shrugged and looked over at David, who also shrugged. He knew Dirk could read them all, and while not 
homophobic didn't want to see any of the things the trio got up to behind closed doors. 


Searching the walls for a clock and finally looking at Dave's watch, Kiko set his guitar on the stand and 
switched his practice amp off. "Want to see Amon Amarth," His pick got tossed on the counter as he gave 


Dave a quick peck on the cheek. "I'll be back." 


Dave only smiled, swatting him on the ass as he walked away. "Guess practice is over," Dave said as he hung 


up his guitar. 


David ran through the problematic section of ‘Post American World again. He had it down but one more run 


through never hurt. 


"David. David." Finally a hand clamped over his fretboard got his attention, Dave in his face and much too close. 


The computer clicked out its perfect timing in an annoying rhythm. 


Letting go of the bass, Dave hunched over the flightcase that held the computer and monitors, turning off the 
noise. David clung to his bass, waiting as Dave circled predatory. Nervously David looked at his watch. Less 
than a hour. There would be no interruptions unless Kiko or Dirk decided to come back. 


Dave licked his lips as he mentally undressed David, greedy eyes taking in the black clad figure from his knees 
to his neck. David's hands were clenched so hard around the neck of his bass that his knuckles turned white. 


"Dave, no, I'm still sore." 


He only leered and wound his way closer, hands covering David's on he bass and slowly pulling the instrument 


away. "Your mouth isn't sore." His bass was gently placed on the tripod, neck barely clearing the counter edge. 


"Dave." he hoped Dave would see things from his point of view. He didn't mind giving the odd blowjob here and 
there, but it left him unfulfilled and unsatisfied. Kiko was a bit more generous and willing to reciprocate, but 
with just Dave here he'd limp all through the show before jacking off in the shower, the very thing that 
started all this. 


If this shithole even had a shower. He wasn't counting on it. 
"Just suck it, just a little bit" 


Arthritic fingers weaved between his own, the size of Dave's knuckles always surprising. It wouldn't be too 


many more years before he couldn't play. 
"You know how much | love your mouth. Right?" 


David glared at him levelly. Without the clause it might have been a better compliment. "Yeah," he breathed 
out. Dave might be an unparalleled asshole sometimes, but he still had that magical something about him that 
made David seek out his attentions and approval. 


"| always take care of you, don't |, Mighty Warrior?" 


David scoffed at the recent nickname, not quite sure where it came from but hating it every bit as much as 


he had hated the Junior moniker at first. 


The increase in Dave's libido sparked his own renewal. Formerly married and happy, the long ignored part of his 
sexuality rebloomed the last few weeks. No longer was he content to shove his desires in the little mental jail 
they'd sat in the last twenty years, David was now sucking and fucking with abandon. It was six in the 
afternoon and he hadn't come yet; probably what was causing his headache. 


Dave's closeness and smell was whipping up his hormones, the hand in his warm and comforting. He pulled Dave 
closer to himself, bellies bumping as David reached out and took Dave's other hand, holding onto each other like 
long time lovers. "You know | never say no. Not to you." His eyes flashed like heated embers, the enjoyable 
feeling of tension filling his groin as his cock started to harden. 


Dave hummed and tilted his head, brushed out curls falling away from his face. Brown eyes looked like a warm 


cup of coffee, David's favorite color, framed by fine wrinkles now. He looked at peace. 


Leaning closer, Dave kissed him softly. David deepened their kiss, aware of the time. Less than an hour, 
probably forty-five minutes now, and the manager would knock on the door. Dave made a surprised noise and 


returned the heightening passion, hands grabbing and stroking David's body, rushing through foreplay. 


Hands grabbed at this face, cradling his jaw and pulling him away gently. Dave filled his vision, breath coming in 
heavy pants. "If you suck me," Dave was reduced to bartering and David knew he must be desperate. "I'll eat 


your ass out." 


‘Yes,’ David wanted to cry out, but he'd already greedily stuck his tongue back in Dave's mouth, lips sucking 
and noses bumping as he frantically kissed Dave. He'd do just about anything to get that tongue on his asshole, 
Dave on his knees, subservient and humbled. 


David tore at Dave's clothes, he needed skin, stage call be damned. Dave reached between them and tweaked 
David's cock, rubbing at him through his jeans. David countered by reaching for Dave's fly, popping the button 
and forcing the zipper down. His cock jumped out into David's hand, hot and hard and begging to be stroked. 


He dropped to his knees, face at Dave's fly and mouth already watering. Two strokes later he had Dave down 
his throat, not wasting any more time. Fingers carded through his hair, pulling it back and holding it out of the 
way. Neck muscles honed by years of headbanging moved back and forth , throat opening as Dave's length just 
barely brushed the back as David sucked him to the root. 


"Fuck, Junior," a gasp followed, Dave's head tipped back in pleasure. David sucked for all he was worth, the 
quicker he got Dave off the sooner his pleasure came, thoughts of that pink tongue lathing up and down his 
crack making his cock throb. He dragged his tongue down the big vein on the underside of Dave's cock, fist 
sliding up the shaft to meet his lips in the middle. He gave his wrist a twist and swallowed over Dave's swollen 


head. 


"Stop. Stop." Dave was using his hair to pull him back gently. David let him go with a slurp, sucking away the 
last of his spit and the precome dripping from Dave's tip. 


Dave hauled him up to his feet and turned him around, bending him over the counter that ran the length of 


the wall. The one with the mirror. 


"Fuck," David moaned, as he watched Dave sink out of sight in the mirror. Hands crept around his waistband, 
undoing his jeans and sliding them over his hips, pulling his underwear down and leaving them bunched around 
his ankles. Dave pushed his thighs apart, leaving his exposed and open to anyone who happened to walk into the 


practice room. 


A hand caressed his rear, stroking over the smooth skin of his ass before worshiping the other cheek. David 
leaned forward on his elbows and hung his head, the tension was killing him as his cock hung heavy between his 


legs. "Dave," he begged, having been kept waiting too long already. 


Dave slapped him lightly, the flesh of his ass jiggling deliciously. "Be patient." Dave soothed the reddened area, 
gradually grabbing at the muscle underneath the middle aged padding, pulling it aside and exposing him. Whiskers 
skated across his skin, the stubble leaving a rash in it's wake. "Want me to lick it?" 


David lifted his head and tried to look in the mirror, only the top of Dave's head visible. "Fuck yeah, eat my 


ass," he said with a wiggle for emphasis. His cheeks were spread again and a wet finger probed at his hole. 


"You don't look sore," David dropped his head into his arms again, the finger circling him and tracing pattern 


into sensitive skin. "Bet | could fuck you and make you love it” 


"Dave," Junior whined. He really was sore after last night and just wanted to get off before stage call. Still his 
hips swiveled as Dave poked and prodded with his fingers, that hot tongue still not on his hole. 


His shoe was untied, Dave leaning against his leg and sucking at the flesh at the top of his thigh. "Get your leg 


out" 
All he had to do was point his toes and Dave stripped the cotton from his leg, hands gliding lovingly over the 
furred surface. Dave grabbed above his knee and pushed his leg onto the counter as David tried to balance on 


one leg. It left his balls hanging low and hard cock exposed. 


Dave's palm cupped his balls, a thumb running over crinkled skin as he felt breath on his cheeks, Dave's 
whiskers scraping against him right before that pointed tongue poked out and licked at his ring. 


"Fuck," David cried, rearing back on to Dave's face. His foot slipped from the counter and smashed against the 


edge of Kiko's practice amp with a sickening cracking noise. 


"Fuck," David cursed again for less pleasant reasons. Pain flared, not unbearable, but enough to know something 


was really wrong. "Shit" 


The tongue left him and Dave moved away, quickly looking at the amp and David's foot hanging limply at a 
strange angle. "What?" 


"I fucking hurt my foot." David rebalanced himself on the counter and tried to set his foot down and bear 
weight. The blinding wave of pain told him that it wasn't going to happen. He crumpled back onto the counter, 


erection immediately wilting. 


"Whatd'ya do?" Dave was still on his knees, but now he was holding David's ankle, trying to look at his injured 
foot. 


"Banged it on Kiko's amp. Fuck!" Dave prodded at the sore area, David immediately pulling it away from his hold. 


"Can you stand?" David tried again, only to have more pain burn through his nerves. 


"Hurts," he choked back. 


Dave caressed his calf, supporting the injured limb. "We gotta get you dressed." David nodded, trying to pull his 
foot back in so Dave could help slide his pants back on. 


The underwear came up easily but David grimaced as Dave had to bend his foot to get his jeans back on. It 
would be bad enough explaining why his foot was broken without having to explain why he was naked from the 


waist down. "Gonna have to see a medic." 


"Its broken" He'd had enough injuries to know this was not just a deep bruise or a sprain. The crack when he'd 


hit the tolex echoed in his fogged mind. 


"Don't know that yet, lets have it looked at" David straightened up and balanced on one foot, looking at himself 
in the mirror. His jaw was tightened with pain. Hopefully no one else would notice the extra squareness. "Gonna 
bring you out to the main area, ok?" It smelled like sex in here, the slight notes of jasmine when Dave was 


aroused unmistakable. Kiko would smell it in a heartbeat. 


"What are you gonna tell them?" David looked at his watch again. Half an hour to stage call. Dave shoved the 
other shoe in his free hand and wrapped arms around his waist. It wouldn't be the first time one of then had 
gotten hurt during sex, but the timing of this injury might be the worst one yet. 


Dave only shrugged, obviously going to lie to everyone. David could just play off whatever Dave said. He was 


the better liar anyway. 


They limped over to one of the catering benches, Dave carefully setting Junior down on the unfinished wood. 


"You know | never did like those shoes.” 


